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mountains dividing Syria from Asia Minor. Antioch looks
across them to Tarsus, on the northern shores, and from the
heights behind both the island of Cyprus is visible on a clear
day, lying out at sea. This is one of the old, lost corners of
the world. There was once a time when the triremes and
galleys of Egypt, Phoenicia, Greece, and Rome sailed from
marble city to marble city across these waters, lowering their
painted sails in harbours now vanished The Rhegma at
Tarsus, where Cleopatra's burnished barge once sailed to the
sound of flutes, is now a swamp where wild birds nest, and
the harbour of Seleucia, from which St. Paul set foi th on his
first journey, now grows big purple figs. The Gulf is empty
to-day save for some lonely coasting vessel crossing to Mersine
for raisins and timber, or taking the old route to Cyprus to
collect mules for the Syrian market. Yet history has been
marching round this Gulf for centuries and only just missed
it during the war, when our aimies, instead of landing at
Alexandretta as we at first intended to do, went to the
Dardanelles.

As i looked at the mountains rising all round in this bright
morning, my thoughts always returned to St. Paul, who was
born over the water at Tarsus and who knew so well " the
church that was at Antioch." Many a time on such a
morning as this St. Paul must have looked across the sea to
the opposite mountains, wondering when the melting snow
would open the Cilician Gates. He must have watched the
snow, wondering how his Galatians were faring on the high
plains beyond, and into what mischief they had fallen during
his absence. I think missionaries, like mothers, must love
their naughtiest infants, and no doubt St. Paul, waiting
impatiently at Antioch for the seas and the passes to open,
gazed northward where the ridges of the Taurus rise white
against the sky like a nibbled wedding cake, composing in his
mind some sternly affectionate rebuke for the improvement
of his beloved Galatians.

As the sun mounted into the sky, the air lost its bitterness
and a feeling of spring, of lightness, and of happiness, came
rushing into the world, driving the winter to the highest
mountain-tops. From the little white Turkish-looking port
of Alexandretta came a motor-launch full of those disappoint-